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He was amazed at the venom with which she
spoke; he had not thought her capable of it, and
turned sharply. "I making a fool of myself!
What do you mean?"

" Surely you realise what everybody must be
saying? A man cannot introduce a young and
very beautiful girl into his house without causing
comment. Even you must know that. The whole
neighbourhood has talked its head off."

"Let them talk.   What does that matter?"

"It does matter. You, who were so beyond
reproach; you, against whom nothing and no-
body could speak or be spoken of. Don't you
see how silly it is?"

"I see that it is my own life, and that I can
do what I like with it."

"Too many of us have spoilt our own lives
along those very lines/' she snapped back.

He went over to the fireplace and stood there
under the great picture of himself painted by the
academician that year when he had taken silk.
He had looked at it only yesterday and had
thought how well he bore his years; he was not
flattering himself, he was looking with the dis-
cerning judgment of a man who wants to know
the truth. He wore well. He wanted to wear
well, if only to enjoy this first bright springtime
of Doreen's with her. After, of course, she would
marry somebody and go right away; her spring-
time was his St. Martin's Summer. He did not
feel bitter about it, nor hard.

"Look here," he said, "I brought you here
because I thought it dreadful for you to be want-
ing a job, and here was a ready-made one where